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None - one shot 


It was a quiet evening in Metallica's apartment in mid December. Lars and Ron were in the living room, 
watching TV. James and Dave were hanging out in their bedroom. James was sprawled out on his bed, reading a 


rock magazine and listening to Dave playing his guitar. 


James looked up from his magazine, his eyes coming to rest on Dave. There was a look of concentration on his 
face as his fingers moved across the fret board skilfully. His head nodded to the music and his ginger curls 
bounced on his forehead. 


James thought the older boy was beyond cool. Ever since Dave had joined Metallica, James had been taken with 
him. Dave could play guitar brilliantly, he drank beer and didn't get hangovers and he could get any girl he 


wanted. 
James still couldn't believe that Dave wanted to be friends with him, let alone share a room with him. /m 
nobody special at all James thought. Just a skinny kid with loads of spots and a squeaky voice. But Dave thought 


James was cool and would tell him so when James seemed nervous or under confident. 


/ wanna do something special for Dave James thought. He glanced at the Iron Maiden calendar on the door. M be 


Christmas soon. Hi buy Dave a really neat present Then James' heart sank as he realised that he didn't have 


any spare money. 
James rolled over onto his back, thinking hard. Maybe I could give Dave something of mine. 
But what? Dave already had all the same records and tapes as James and more besides. 
Maybe a poster? But then James‘ metal posters were either dog eared or faded. 


Perhaps one of his metal shirts? That would work because they were similar in height and build. Then James 


imagined what Lars and Ron would say if they found out and he blushed. 


Dave put down his guitar with a soft flump, bringing James out of his thoughts. "I'm gonna get something to 
eat" he said. "You want me to bring you anything?" 


"Um, no lim OK thanks" said James. He watched Dave stroll out through the door, hands in pockets. Dave even 


walked cool. 
Dave always seems hungry James mused. He doesn’t eat enough He spends all his money on booze and weed 


Then a brilliant idea came to James. He smiled to himself, knowing exactly what to do for Dave for Christmas. 
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James put his plan into action the following Friday, when he had half a day off work He stood in the kitchen, 
looking at the items on the counter in front of him. Eggs, flour, sugar, butter, icing sugar and green food 
colouring. A recipe book was open at the page, titled Christmas cookies There was a picture next to the recipe, 
showing beautiful round cookies with iced images of Santa, Christmas trees, snowflakes and reindeers on them. 


This should be pretty easy James thought. He checked his watch. 13:32. Dave wouldn't be home from the garage 
until about 17:30. James had plenty of time to make the cookies. 


However, it wasn't as easy as it looked. The flour made the mixture stodgy. When James added the eggs, one 
broke wrong and sent some shell into the bowl. James carefully picked it out and swilled it down the sink. Then 
he stirred in the eggs before realising that they had made the mixture runny. 


"Fuck!" muttered James. "Stupid eggs!" He added more flour until at last, the mixture was right. Then he tipped 
it out onto the baking tray and tried to shape his cookies to be as round as they were in the book. Ten 
minutes later, James was glaring at the ellipse cookies, the American football cookies and the cookies with 
dents at odd angles. 


"Fuck's sake. Why won't they go right?" he groaned. James opened the oven and picked up the tray. "Maybe 


they'll turn into circles once they're cooked", 


James put the cookies in, closed the oven door and checked his watch. "Right, so they gotta bake for 15 


minutes. That'll give me time to make the icing". 


This was difficult too. First the butter made the icing lumpy. Then when James poured in milk, the mixture 


went runny. Swearing, he added more butter. "Come on, fucking icing. Go nice for me!" 

Soon, the icing was done and James set the bowl down with a sigh of relief. OK, so HI leave it white for half of 
the cookies and they can have snowflakes on them he thought. Then lil add in the green food colour and the other 
cookies can have Christmas trees. 

James felt pleased with himself when he remembered to use the tea towel to lift the hot baking tray out of 
the oven. He felt pleased when he saw that the cookies weren't burnt. He wasn't so pleased when he tried to 


draw snowflakes on them with a spoon. 


"They look as if somebody's jerked off on them" James cried. "I'm gonna add the green and make some trees 


now, see how they come out". 

But the icing had already started to set in the bowl. James swore again, tipped in the rest of the milk and 
pounded the stiff mixture with the spoon. Finally it became pliant again. James stirred in the green colouring, 
hoping for a nice, dark tree-like shade. Slowly but surely, the icing turned rubber-alien like green 


"Oh shit! Fuck!" James sighed and reached for the spoon. "Maybe itll look better once it's on the cookies" 


It didn’t. James poked and punted the icing, trying to make it become tree shaped. When the last cookie was 
done, he stared at them in dismay. 


"Fuck, they're garbage!" Scowling, James picked up the tray, intending the throw them away. "Fuck it! I'll borrow 


some fucking money off Lars and buy sorve..".. 


The kitchen door opened and Dave peeped round. "Hi James" 
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James gasped, nearly dropping the tray. He shoved it behind him, trying to hide it with his body. Dave 
sauntered in, smiling at James. He appeared to have just arrived home from work; his hair was still tied back 
in a ponytail, he was wearing his overalls and his face and hands were oily. 


"Dave! l-l didn't hear you come in" James stammered. 


"Yeah, we finished work on the last car and no more were booked in so the boss let me knock off early" Dave 


said cheerfully. He grabbed some kitchen roll and wiped the oil from his hands. "Say James, what did you just 
hide?" 


"Nothing" James said automatically. 
"Go on, let's see" begged Dave. "Or is it a surprise that | shouldn't see?" 


James sighed. "It was meant to be a surprise for you but it went wrong. REALLY wrong". He stepped to one 
side and waved a dejected hand towards the tray. 


There sat twelve lumpy cookies of varying shapes and sizes. Six had white splodges on and the other six had 
lime green blobs. 


Dave stared, his eyes lighting up. "Cookies! Awesome! Can | have one James?" 


James was startled Didn't Dave hate them? Wasn't he going to laugh? "Uhh, sure" James said, hanging his 
head so that his blonde curls covered his eyes. 


"Thanks" said Dave. He admired James' baking efforts. "Wow, some are snowflakes and some are Christmas 


trees. They're really neat!" He took a snowflake cookie and bit half of it. "They taste good too" he said. 
James brushed his hair back, a little smile appearing on his face. "Really?" 

"Yeah, they're ace. l'm starving too. Wanna take them upstairs and eat them?" 

"Sure" said James, suddenly feeling light and happy. "That'd be great". 


The two guys left the kitchen, James proudly carrying the tray of cookies. As they went upstairs, Dave put 


and arm round his shoulders. 
"That was really cool of you to do that James. You know, l'm always so hungry when | get in from work". 
James just smiled. 


Sometimes, Christmas made everything magical. 


The End 


